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Qui quid ſit pulchrum, quid turpe, quid utile, quid noti 
Plenius ac melius chryſippo, & crantore dicunt. 
BE & Hor £ 


The buſy Stateſman with a ſneering Look, 

A forc'd Grimace, or lou obſequious Bow, 

Will work himſelf into a Prince's Counſel ; 
Whil#? others, whoſe Ambition carries them 

To ſeek Renown Abroad, where Honour s got, 
To fight their Mouarch's and their Country's Cauſe; 
Shall fall a Sacrifice to him. TI 
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S value Nour Acquaintance be- 
hond any other Happmeſs that 
_ can poſſibly attend me, I do not in 
the least doubt a friendly Reception, now I 
make bold to throw the folluuing Eſſay at 
Tour Feet, hoping Tour good Nature nll be 
inclin d to ſpare what Tour Judgment must 
otherwnſe condemn ; and I am confident no 
one ever came away from you fruſtratcd in 
© thar Expectations, when they demanded any 


DEDICATION. 
thing within the Bounds of Reaſon ; which 
makes me beheve this Trifle wall not be en- | 
tirely rejedted, tho Tour Knowledee of anci- 
ent Learning might cauſe Tou to deſpiſe the 
inferior Compoſitions of Modern Authors; * 
but Tou always loſe the Severity of a Critck 
in the more agreeable Converſation of a Gen- 
tleman, and are above the faſhimable Vice 
of finding Fault where it is not abſolutely 
neceſſary. — 


1 am, S1 a, 
Vour moſt Obliged, 
and moſt Obedient 


. Humble Servant. 
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Preſent TIMES. 


IX IT in the ſpacious Main there 
lays an Iſle, | 
Oh which propitious Heay' n does 


— 


always ſmile, 


FX here bounteous Nature, with a giving Hand, 


Supplies their Wants, and does their Wants with- 
Ge. | | 


ſand 3 = 5 
B Eternal 


Eternal Bloom upon her Face appears, 


4 Saryn upon 


And Joy and Plenty crown their happy Years: 
Their lofty Tow'rs invade the rival'd Sky, 
But they themſelves unrival'd often dic. 

With Gold adorn'd, the ſplendid Houſes ſhine, 
Diffuſing round its Seat a Light divine : 
Rich Stones of Value lay neglected by, 
And to the Ground attract the wondring Eye; 
Perfection ſeems to be Perfection there, 
In all that's fine, and Peau, and fair; 

A fruitful Iſland, not unknown to Fame, ; 
Careſs'd by all, and Nouſenſe is its Name. 
The Natives are a People richly bold, 


Who ſcorn, by Laws, to be with-held from Gold ; 5 I 


When Int'reſt calls, they'd ſtorm the Gates of Hell, 


And ſooty Sprights by open Force repel; 


Nor Love, nor Friends, nor Fear, nor Faith, nor 


Death, 


Would hinder em from treading Realms beneath; 
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the preſent T IMEs. 
Wich brandiſh'd Swords reſolv' d would enter in, 


And thunder through the Paths of burning Sin; 

Juſt ice and Right, as blind and old deſpiſe 
Chimera's both, ſince both have loſt their Eyes; 

There Anarchy, Confuſion, alles Noiſe 

Take place, and reign inſtead'of ſportive Joys ; 

Perpetual Clamours rend the ecchoing Air, 

And loud Huzza's prociaion the Blockheads near, 

A Race of dull, abſurd, unthinking Fools, 

Sworn Foes to Senſe, and Enemies to Schools, 

That in this Iſland plentifully lire, 
And only they can in this Iſland thrive ; 

For Throngs on Throngs of Paraſites reſort 

To meet my Lord, and get a Place at Court ; 

And well they may, ſuch neceſſary Tools 

Are Pimps and Beaus, and complimenting Fools; 

A thouſand little Things they underſtand, 
And do a thouſand Things at one Command, 
Whether to run or fly, or to convey 


A ſcented Note to Madam at the Play ; 


Asal YR Upon 


Their Cravats, Sword-Knots, and alluring Eyes, 


The Heart and Soul of tawdry Whores ſurprize ; 


They love by Rule, and ſet their Fires to ſale, 
Tho! Fires are always burning in their Tail ; 
There Salamanders hive, and always there 

Trench Fires and Flames one equally may ſhare; 


Reeking and hot from painted Charms they come, 


Drive to the e Houſe, and leave the baudy Room, 


Where, reverendly dull, they gravely ſet 


Like Eſep's gaudy Monkey dreſt in State, 2 


And on the Nation's publick Good debate. 0 
With half ſhut Eyes, and ev'ry Senſe no more, 


They launch and ſtcer for Realms unknown before 4 


Secure from Harm, they ſail without a Guide, 


And glory in Stupidity and Pride; 


Each ſtarts Opinions, each Opinion's vain, 
And none of t'others Wiſdom can complain; 


Alike for Dulneſs and Diſcourſe renown'd, 


Their Wit can never Reputation wound; 
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® And i in a holy Look's adamn d corrupted Mind ; 


f 4 ike dull Phyſic icians, that pretend to know 


the preſent Times. 9 
Tho much they talk, yet none their T alk regard, 


And Nonſenſe ſtill is Virtue's chief Reward ; 


They treaſure up the Charms of Nonſenſe ſtill, 
And are as boundleſs in their Pow'r as Will : 
80 Miſers hoard up Gold that's not their own, 
And fill their Coffers from the cully d T. own; 

| Fanatically proud in being plain, 

LT hey roll in Ore, and cheat to cheat again; * 
With Proofs of holy Writ they do abound, 

And hang their drowzy Eyes upon the Ground; 
In all Humility obſerve the Sign, 

When they to trick you palpably deſi ign, 

1 heir Eyes turn'd in, the Whites are only ſeen, | 
| That ſhine betwixt a Yellow and a Green ; 


y ogether clos d their brawny Hands are joyn d., | 


3 Erbe inward Cauſes by the outward Show ; 


With rev rend Nods they bardly ſpeak a Word, 


Y Becauſe their Wiſdom will not one afford 0 


Yet 


10 A SarTrR upon 

Yet ev'ry learned Argument they vent, 

Upon the Patient's ſtinking Excrement. 

A Story goes how once a Doctor dy'd, 

And left his Man poſſeſs d of Place and Pride; 
Who thinking always to be very ſure 

Of what's the Cauſe, and what ſhould be * Cure, 
Scarch'd cv'ry Corner for the Bones of Meat, 


The poor diſtracted patient lately cat; 

But finding none, he look d beneath the Bed, of 
And 'ſpy'd a Saddle cover oer with red: 8 
O fie for ſhame, ſays he, this comes of a 3 
Your Ill proceeds from eating of a Horſe. 

Such ſtupid Sots are now Phyſicians made, 

That Garth will ſhortly quite diſown the Trade ; 
And Morley ccaſe to practiſe any more, 1 
Since all the Town their C adore : 

Yet on my Muſc, a Monſter comes in view, 


That ftriving Mortals never can ſubdue : 2 


In vain they ſtrive, and may in vain contend, 
pow his Judgment all their Dooms depend; 
Behind 


ure, 


the preſent TIMES. 11 


Behind him wait a fawning Crowd of thoſe 


His Excellence for greateſt Villains choſe, 


EZ That in the noble Science are compleat, 


And can without corrupting Conſcience cheat 30 
Command the willing Gipſy in her way, 
And ſhe without diſputing muſt obey ; 


| T ho lately ſhe refus'd Sir Simon's Call, 


And left him pleading in the deſart Hall. 


But worſe than theſe are Prieſts, a ſordid Train, 


Who ſell their Souls and Bodies too for Gain; 


With ſacrilegious Fat they melt away, 
And pant for Breath, when Sol returns with Day, 
Strut and look big, and much unlike their Lord, 


They'll take an Alms, but won't an Alms afford; 


The Wretches pining, with oppreſſing Grief, 


Muſt never hope from them to find Relief: 
Thirſty and cold they may indeed implore; 


But frugal S- will rout em from the Door, 


Reply ing thus, Begone audacious Slave, 


To work ye lazy, luſty, idle Knave ; 


10 A SaTrR upon 
Yet ev ry learned Argument they vent, 
Upon the Patient's ſtinking Excrement. 


A Story gocs how once a Doctor dy'd, 


| And left his Man poſſeſs d of Place and Pride; 
| Who thinking always to be very ſure 


Of what's the Cauſe, and what ſhould be che Cure, 


Search d cv'ry Corner for the Bones of Meat, 


The poor diſtracted Patient lately eat; 
But finding none, he look d beneath the Bed, 7 
And ſpy'd a Saddle cover d o'er with red: 
O fie for ſhame, ſays he, this comes of courſe, | 
Your Ill proceeds from eating of a Horſe. 1 F 
Such ſtupid Sots are now Phyſicians made, 


That Garth will ſhortly quite diſown the Trade; 


And Morley ceaſe to practiſe any more, 


| Since all the Town their C------z adore : 

. L | | . p 

| Yet on my Mule, a Monſter comes in view, 
i That ſtriving Mortals never can ſubdue : 


In vain they ſtrive, and may in vain contend, 
Upon his Judgment all their Dooms depend; - MX 
Behind 
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"FO 5 > 
FRAY 


be preſent TIMES. 
Behind him wait a fawning Crowd of thoſe 
His Excellence for greateſt Villains choſe, 
That in the noble Science are compleat, 
And can without corrupting Conſcience cheat; 
Command the willing Gipſy in her way, 
And ſhe without diſputing muſt obey ; 
Tho' lately ſhe refus'd Sir Simon's Call, 
And left him pleading in the deſart Hall. | 


But worſe than theſe are Prieſts, a ſordid Train, | 


Who ſell their Souls and Bodies too for Gain; 

With ſacrilegious Fat they melt away, 

And pant for Breath, when So returns with Day, | 

| 1 Strut and look big, and much unlike their Lord, 3 
; &. hey'll take an Alms, but won't an Alms afford; 

| | The Wretches pining, with oppreſſing Grief, 

4 Muſt never hope from them to find Relief: 

9 Thirſty and cold they may indeed implore; 

'Y But frugal St will rout em from the Door, 


Replying thus, Begone audacious Slave, 


To work ye lazy, luſty, idle Knave ; 


4A:Sary YR wu | 
By C-—t you rouz d me in the midſt of Pray r; 


Good Heay'n forgive me; ſure I did not ſwear ! 


I I 0 ſwear in publiek muſt be ſome miſtake, 


"hh Tho common Crimes one never can forſake ; : 
10 Like haughty Bungy, who ev'n at the Shrine, 3 


So often drunk, gets drunk with ſacred Wine ; 1 
He reels and throws the Conſecrations down, 
Holds up his Hand, and menaces his Gown. 1 

I've known a parſon, reeking from the Stews, | 3 ; 
A T heme of Abſtinence and Faſting chuſe ; ; 3 
When ſick to Death, againſt it he will preach, | 
Yet ne'cr will practiſe what himſelf does teach; 

But after he has. ſtunn'd the Ears of Heav'n, 

l With Pray'rs and Oriſons by others givn; 

j | Diſgorge his Stomach cramm d with too much Meat, 

| And ſo concluding makes the Work compleat. 

Next comes a Train, defend us Lord! of thoſe, - 


Some Coxcombs call, but others tile em Beaus, 


ll A meer Compound of Civet, Musk and Scent, 


Conſiſting all in outſide Ornament. 
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the, preſent TIM Es. 13 
No Brains, much Wig, no Senſe but ſilver Lage; 5 
Like dirty Copper in a golden Caſe ; "x 
80d Night chey throng to ogle on the Stage, 5 
Where ſtands, as Chief amongſt em, Tommy _ : 


Declining greatly in embroider'd Suits, 


He Nonſenſe talks, yet with his Talk confutes; 
Affects to liſp, and with a Lady's Smile, 3 
Diſdains the high- -born Beauties of our Ine; | 
France is the gallant Nation, we indeed | 
Can be accounted but a ſpurious Breed : 

They ſing, they fight, they caper and they dana 
And all theſe rare Perfections are in Met = 
We ſhould ſuch ſoft Abſurdities deſpiſe, 

And evy ſoft Abſurdity chaſtiſe ; 


For long our Land have Eunuchs over-ran; 


When Nicholini is but half a Man. 


11 burſt with Spleen; now hold your daring pen, 


And flaſh it in the Face of guilty Men; 
Ren they arc indeed, or hardly we 


Sou' d Pat onize Italian ey 
A When 


14 A SATYR upon 
When brave Argyle ſo lately won the Day, 
And fought and bled to drive the Slaves away + 


Ttalians and the French are both the ſame, 

Both dearly love the Place from whence they came ; 
And that ſtupendous Harlotry of Rome, ia 
Has ſign d Barnacchies oreateſt Patron's Doom; 
Five Hundred Dollars for a Mortiing's Song ! 

As much at Night, and twice as much at Noon 


Will never do; his Bounty won't reprieve, 


Tho' he ſhould Mines of Wealth to each ſoft Cox- 


comb give; 
Whilſt careleſs p, negligent of Life, 
Forgets the Debt he ows his virtuous Wife ; 
Sincere and true, and beautiful and young, | 
To keep a Whore cnamour'd with her T ongue; 
A drowzy Look, puff d Cheeks, and bloated Face, 
Adorn'd with Patches, Paint, and Flunders Lace: 
For ſhame ye Britains rouze with manly Rage, 


And drive this ſqualling Tribe from off the Stage; 
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the preſent Times. 15 
Let Booth and Keene, and Elrington declare 
How ſhort they fall of Englands Tragick War; 
How charming Booth, and how majeſtick Kan 
And how impetuous Elington is ſeen : 3 
The angry Hero in his Looks appear, 


He ſtrikes our Souls with Pleaſure and wich Fear. 


Then who can ſee the graceful Oldfeild move, 
And not be taken in the Snares of Love ? 
Each ſoft Complaint, like Thunder, rives the Hearr, 


And graſps and clings and dwells on every Part : * 


Bat Sautlow! 9 that Angel-Form Divine, 


Like midnight Stars, or ſplendid Heav' n does ſhine, 


Beyond my Verſe, ſhe flows beyond my Mind, 


And none but Horton can with her be joyn'd ; 
The one ſo brisk, the other does inſpire 

Gay Wiſhes, melting Thoughts, and ſoft Deſire : 
We ſink in Dreams, in Dreams we dic away, 
Wiſh for the Night, and loath the hated Day : 


Such Charms enjoy d, we curſe the Marriage Life, 


Fill'd with continual Cares and laſting Strife. — 
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16 x SATYR pom 
No Pleaſure dwells at Home, but meagre Want, . 
i Eternal Jars, and calliefs Diſcontent: 
The ſqualling Brats invade our thaken Ears, 
And then the Wife diſturbs our Head with cares, 3 
Let now for ſhame a Reformation come, 
Be leſs Abroad, and now be more at Home; 
Forſake the dear-bought Bottle, F ien and Ons X 
On humbler Meals with ſatisſaction dine. 
All runs to Rack and Manger when you' re gone, 
We nothing do but anſwer er ry Dun : 
Thus il perplex 'd; we Nin our Time dieide 
Betwixt the two Extreams, Humility and Pride. 
Now paſs my Muſe, and now ſurvey the Stage, 
Where Comick Cibber ſwells with Tragick Rage, 
Where Females in the awful Buskin tread, = 
And ſcribble Plays when they can hardly read; 
The Cruel Gift has won the Town's mens 


But we are always pleas d without a Cauſe; 

We know no Reaſon A4 goes down, 

Or — , or Re ſhould bear away the Crown. 
Why | 


the preſent Tims. | 17 
1 Iypy 7. durſt a motly Drama bing. 0 
4 Farce, a Play, a Pyrate and a King. 1012 
0 ich bombaſt Scenes ſome Critick ſhould chatte, 


| Vith Truth and Spleen, and Wit before his Eyes; ; 


Por Plays, like thoſe, nor make us laugh nor weep, | 


. A. 15 5 f 2 4 
Fut with both Cato's lull us faſt aſleep; . 


ſober Sadneſs I am vext to'fee ch 
5 


MFhings ſo alike hould ever diſagree: 
y 0 r when coop d up, and Rome's Foundation ſakes, 
2 ſcorns the Hero and the Stoick makes 
is Sons, enamour' d of his Greatneſs, beat 3 
o haz ard all and ruſh into the War; HI IGf 
ut notwithſtanding Lucid's Smile does more, 
hat very Day, than Catos Life before: 

hat! can t, for one Day, Whining be refrain' d, ; 
A aſt Love i in \ ſpight of Fortune be maintain 4! 15 
ea, ſurely lo, or we ſhould hardly ſee : 
pronius rave with cauſeleſs Villany, 


nd Jula centre there his Piety; 


85 


80 
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=. . 80 Rowe With jingling Words his Shore does Paint 
And from a Whore converts her to 2 Saint; 7 
Dull Scuff to pleaſe the Ladies of the Town, 


. And Jet ſuch Stuff and Nonſenſe now go down ; ; ; . 
* Eyn 1. 2 Dunce of leſſer Note chan they, 


Ev'n I my ſelf could write a better Play; 
Bur, thank my stars, I {corn the drowzy Stage, 
When Poetaſters fill the, ſcribling Age; 
When H——- / to verſify his Fingers Itch, 
Whoſe Fall of Siam almoſt ruin d Rc ö n 
From Act to Act we idolently ſit, } 
Not tir d with too much Grief nor too much b Wie 0 
In vain they ſtrive, and all they dos in vain, 4 


Per fidious Brother Oer and ober again IM | 
A Dotard old his Neice attempts to Bed, 
Without the Uſc of Life, all trembling cold and e : 


RD RR: Op] 1 
Such Images wou'd ſhock a modeſt Mind, 4 
Was any Modeſty in Human-kind. | | 9 


Immortal Steele, wich more than holy Rage, 


Fi 


Has often ſcourg d the Vices of the A ge; 


the preſent I 1MEs. 


nd he with high Deſerts, well known to Fame, 


daint, | 
My h Rolls Divine deſerves to have his Name. 


" he reſt do languiſh, and their Wir does pall, 
WF icy re S. O i and o 


us Tk 5; 
hs *| Jet to keen Satyr Pl employ my Mind, 2 4 
nd Fools and Knaves. in ſmarting Verſes bind; 
1 q © Piſplay i in publick Miſers, Pimps and Beaus, 


pod e ev'ry Fool and ev'ry Knave diſcloſe 
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